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INTRODUCTION 


Hi, I'm Sana A. Khan. 


Sana Ahmed Khan is an aspiring 
author, poet, and life coach who hails 
from Islamabad, Pakistan. She has 
degrees from the Air University, and 
University of the Punjab in Teacher 
Education, and English Literature, 
respectively. She writes captivating 
narratives that keep readers on the 


edge of their seats, and inspire them. 


She began her career in education 
management, and now aspires to write 
stories with flawed characters who 
experience happy endings. She is a 
procrastinator in real life, yet her 


characters are bright, and assertive. 


She writes about various aspects of life 
on her blog, as she _ strives for 


transformative leadership. 


Unsent Letters, and The Road Less 
Travelled By are anthologies that she's 
co-authored. Epochs Of a Man, a 
collection of 6 narrative poems is first 
E-book, that she has authored. Her 
third book, 


project, Fair In The Rain, is currently 


and first independent 


in works. 


WWW.SANAAHMEDKHAN.COM 


When she isn't writing, you can find 
her enjoying a cup of freshly brewed 
coffee, and journaling while out in 


nature. 


In this book, she is going to talk about 


numerous soul awakening inner 
transformations that have changed her 
perspective, helped her discover her 
best self, and she aims to inspire 


optimism in countless others so they 


can create the lives they deserve. 


@SANEHMED 


STARTING WITH 


a Vision 


Three women who turned every window into a mirror to 
reflect the sun are portrayed in these stories. Their 
kingdom is their life, and their life serves as their empire. 
Women are all meant to rule from a glorious place. They 
witness themselves in situations where they alternate 
between appreciating the basic pleasures of the present and 
criticizing themselves for being basic. 


“The grandest ambition that any man can possibly have, is 
to so live, and so improve himself in heart and brain, as to 
be worthy of the love of some splendid woman; and the 
grandest ambition of any girl is to make herself worthy of 
the love and adoration of some magnificent man. That is 
my idea. There is no success in life without love and 
marriage. You had better be the emperor of one loving and 
tender heart, and she the empress of yours, than to be king 
of the world. The man who has really won the love of one 
good woman in this world, I do not care if he dies in the 
ditch a beggar, his life has been a success.” 

— Robert G. 


Everything that is truly important to us is always within our 
grasp. How did I come to know this? I feel obligated to help 
other individuals find hope now that I have succeeded in 
doing so. Even though we can't flee the dark, we may 
always grow to love ourselves there. 


 dgl wae IE Ah ahs Ike 


JeoNee WI ea le) 
PNG eb SNe 


CHAPTER ONE 


Bibury seemed so desolate and obviously full of 
potential. Despite the harsh wind, one wanted to 
approach it for the rest of his life without ever quite 
arriving. When she arrived at that stone cottage, just a 
short drive from Cirencester, early in the morning, she 
knew that this was not her world. Blythe Walter felt a 
rush of emotions; the memories this place brought 
back were never anything she wanted to contemplate, 
but she had to at this moment. 


Unlocking the door and reaching inside was a trip 
down memory lane. Since she had last visited, both the 
home and herself had remained largely unchanged. 
Blythe was fighting a chilly war against anxiety, but it 
didn’t appear to be doing any good. She had felt this 
tug before, and she was feeling it again as she battled to 
keep her sense of self. 


She was aware that each nightfall, God destroyed the 
old world and created a new one by dawn. The sun 
gave it shape, and it was amazing to witness it emerge 
from the dreary gray dust of its birth. She hung over 
the railing and looked up the road in the direction of a 
distant location because the familiar had failed her. 
Now that she was widowed, she understood that 
relationships were entirely different concepts. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


The sudden death of Wesley Walter startled everyone. 
He was in the middle of working on Oak Prints, the last 
piece of his final collection of contemporary paintings, 
in his study when his mind resonated numbly with the 
painful loss as he passed away. When you become 
older, things you imagine and dream of sometimes 
start to come true. When you begin to accept them, 
they easily merge with your memories. A surge of 
longing overcame her. On the weekends, she wanted to 
go out, share trips, and talk about her day with 
someone when she returned home. Blythe Walter 
yearned for the same attention she had recently lost. 


The final conversation that she had with Wesley took 
place on the balcony as dusk fell, and it did not go well. 
While he sipped coffee from his favorite mug, she was 
fingerprinting and looking through his art books. She 
couldn’t remember why she had brought up ambitions, 
but she could remember a contentious argument she 
had during which she wished to migrate and upgrade 
her lifestyle. 


Blythe asserted. “But this is not your world." I am.” 
Wesley shook his head. “That’s bullshit.” 

“Not appropriate for a man like you,” she remarked. 
“You appear to have changed recently,” 

“Oh?” He smirked. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


What happens when two introverts come into contact? 
They either break through their glass shells and 
become new people, or they completely fall apart in 
the stillness of one another. The lights were out 
because the sun had set. Since he had made the error of 
looking into her mind, they weren’t particularly 
attractive to look at and weren’t even trying to look at 
each other. In fact, it was a mistake. She had left him 
over a minor conflict, but she was certain that he would 
call her back, long for her, and make her believe that 
she was still the center of his existence. She awaited his 
return, but he never showed up. The connection was 
no longer functional. 


That evening, he taught Blythe about the purity of a 
moment and its transience. She had this thought as she 
carried the partially completed painting up to the 
balcony from the basement: she wanted to complete it 
while she said farewell to her favorite person, her 
husband. Everything seemed feasible for that brief 
moment. When time stood still, she had the impression 
that she might begin any task, complete it, and then 
return to herself to discover the universe unaltered. 
While the words evolved into sentences, the sentences 
into pages, and the pages into feelings, she watched the 
quiet grow louder and louder. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


She cried out there in a bitter voice, her sobs breaking 
into large gulps of air. She was unable to stop. In the 
hallway outside, she could still hear his footsteps. He 
walked up and down, up and down. She glanced at the 
canvas in front of her and buried her attention in it, as 
there was nowhere else to go. She fixed her gaze on the 
minute color streaks on the white cloth, which were 
constantly changing directions as the seconds passed. 


She glanced at the sky and murmured, “I will live for 
you.” Slowly, a satisfied smile spread across her face. 
Given that people have flaws, every marriage has its 
problems. If you live with someone else, you may 
come up with a variety of coping strategies to deal with 
their problems. Vulnerabilities can be compared to 
large pieces of furniture in that you must learn how to 
clean around them in order to hide them from view, 
upholding the lie. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


People in the restaurant started to pay attention to 
Gabriel right away. Yet it was not actually his rough, 
lanky features. Or the waves of his overly long, dark, 
silky hair that hung down. Equally trivial was the way 
his biker jacket contoured his shoulders. His posture 
held some significance. His composed demeanour as 
he stood in line for a pizza slice at the eatery. He did 
not saunter. He kept his course. He let the others to 
congregate around him as he stood in the center. 


He pulled his hand out of his pocket to check his watch. 


He still had time, allowing him to relax and eat there. 
Everyone else regarded him in silence, as though they 
resonated with the vibe he exuded. 


The woman sitting at the small table was, in his 
opinion, one of the most upright women he had ever 
seen with a man. It was a virtue with distinction, and 
instead of repulsing people, it captivated them. The 
fact that he had seen her before and had become 
enamoured with her was not new, though. He 
attempted, though, that he remained concealed in this 
garb for her throughout these years. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


The dense jungle of our brief existence sits between the 
heartbeats of two big mysteries: we are born to love 
and we are born to die. There is only one direction to 
go: through. Yet, we continue to wander aimlessly 
across the uncharted dunes of desire. 


He grabbed a slice of pizza and moved to a table closer 
to the couple so he could watch them closely and, if 
possible, get a different culmination. 


Laura sat there, with emotions seemed to have clouded 
her judgment and made the line of deceit more 
precarious. Adam gave her a meaningful gaze in 
response to her proposition since he treasured her 
considerably. 


‘Plan B?'’ Adam said. "What is plan B?" 

Laura took a brief pause. "Passion consumes itself. It 
takes chemistry and friendship to endure a lifetime.” 
If Adam had had enough breath, he would have yelled 
in pain and at the woman's utter pettiness for not 
giving him even the slightest opportunity of escaping. 
He was deeply in love with her. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


Laura’s workplace was where she first met Adam 
approximately two years ago. Although he had just 
started as an intern, he was a bright person with a 
desire to succeed and a passion for his work. For some 
reason, Adam's new coworker seemed to be the one 
that everyone in the organization turned to for 
emotional support, and all of a sudden he found 
himself developing a fondness for her. She was helpful, 
nice, and charming. 


Adam stood there with his face ashen and the woman 
of his aspirations prepared with a reluctance to 
embrace the lifelong dream he intended to have with 
her. The hopes that had kept him going for months 
had seemed to shatter away. 


Gabriel smiled. She was at least messing things up until 
the very end. He had heard these statements before, so 
they were just not particularly novel to him. This time, 
a concoction of sobs was also there to strengthen the 
argument. He instead noticed the distressed demeanor 
of the man seated across from Laura at the table and 
felt a surge of pain. Memories stalk, stab, and hunt. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


In his twenties, when there was still so much time left, 
time that seemed abundant for a hundred choices, a 
hundred perspectives, and a hundred modifications, all 
he did was instantly select his cards to determine 
whether to hold them or toss them away. The cards 
were already dealt, and Gabriel was already living with 
the ramifications of his decisions before he eventually 
realised this somehow. 


There was an intrusion into order. The call abruptly 
interrupted him that frequently changed the course of 
his existence in the known universe. He answered the 
call and, as reality set in, summoned all the love in the 
world for the most adorable person on the other end of 
the line. His sole glimmer of hope was Janice, the 
daughter he had with Laura. His daughter was waiting 
for him, and that was his one and only aspiration for 
the years to come, therefore he needed to be present. 


13 


 dgl wae IE Ah ahs Ike 


Talla, IBDMOONS (OMe 
NO RETURN 


03 


CHAPTER THREE 


The gift of eternal life, which vampires formerly 
believed to be a blessing, was now supposed to bea 
curse that followed them for decades. They had to 
discover other means of surviving or perish. Blood 
didn't seem to be satisfying the hunger needs of the 
populace any longer. Harper was compelled to leave 
his realm and seek out ways to feed his people. 


This was extraordinary. He was now valuable to them 
and to himself. It seemed as though he really had 
become a vampire. He wanted to laugh at the notion, 
but he also wanted to sing. He had discovered the place 
where he truly belonged and shone. On various 
occasions, you need a pessimist to walk by your side 
and let you know, without a doubt, that the voice in the 
dark is a monster and that it actually is as horrible as 
you fear. 


There were gifted individuals, all around him. The 
planet was controlled by powerful forces in the 
background. In what seemed to be a tranquil society, 
monsters roamed free, and dungeons could be found 
all across. The Great Calamity was set to happen in 
about six months. All mythical creatures had begun to 
materialize one after another as the last Fate Tablet had 
started to evolve. The Savior would undoubtedly battle 
to protect his world, and face the unanticipated threats 
of countless other worlds to add to the dangers already 
existing on his home world. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Harper was astonished to discover a new world full of 
wonders, perils, and countless more worlds rife with 
disorder through his Planet Traveling System. He 
learned that Earth was where he had been for the last 
few days. A modern world that felt entirely different 
from the mediaeval era he had previously known, was 
revealed to him. 


He recalled a fleeting notion he had on his first day of 
walking on Earth: "I could live my life doing this," he 
had said. The decades old oaks and the shaded lawns 
made him say, "big lots." Iron fences and stone 
roadways surrounded the houses, which were far apart. 
He had always liked the mountains, but when he 
turned around to face the breathtaking ocean in the 
distance, he almost fainted from the variety of beauty 
to be found on this tiny landscape. In order to get the 
sustenance he could use to feed his people, he took the 
decision to quit sleeping and start living in the new 
world. 


The most powerful awakened individuals in human 
history had a daughter named Crimson. She embraced 
the mission to help humanity after her parents died for 
the welfare of humanity. What would happen when the 
most powerful Warlock, who was regarded as the 
greatest enemy of humans, arrived on Earth? Was this 
really the end? 
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CHAPTER THREE 


Her life was changed completely, with a twist in her 
tale. She fought her way through this world with the 
help of herdeeds as her weapons, and set her sight on a 
much larger ambition of becoming the greatest 
monster hunter in the world. The human race, that had 
hidden in the shadows for hundreds of years, was at 
war with the Vicious Harper. 


Harper spent most of his waking hours confronting 
and destroying things that he feared. A girl needs to 
have goals, so a centuries old master vampire was a 
challenging assignment. He had yet another dream of 
handling blood and bones on this planet, but Crimson 
had other ideas. She showed him how citrus fruitcould 
be transformed into the most exquisite 
delicacy.Crimson was able to think of him as gallant 
and humanitarian. 


"Oh, Crimson." he said "You consider me a far better 
man than I actually am. This is kind and flattering of 
you." 

"Under the influence of darkness, a star becomes a 
sun." 

“You have turned into quite a bossy little thing," 
Harper said. "I think I might like it.” 
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CHAPTER THREE 


He understood that his desire to conquer other races 
had long since vanished, and that his only concern now 
was for the survival of his clan. Other planets we not 
really necessary for them. They had no need for 
anything outside of their small universe, but they were 
unable to accept it as it was. They looked for a 
civilization that was more advanced than their own, yet 
had come from a recreation of the early history of 
their planet. 


Harper enthusiastically leaned against the counter, 
opened the box, and he inhaled heavily. He completed 
the unpacking while humming. In his hands, he carried 
ajar of mouthwatering marmalade, which he 
appreciated fervently. In a verdant Romanian 
landscape, he was sitting next to the girl who had 
originally introduced him to this delicacy. Due to his 
tenacious pursuit of this flavor, his recurrent dream 
came true for him and his clan. Harper began to see 
that one needed to be grateful in order to be caught up 
in moments, the whirling of stars, and gifted 
enlightenment. People who want to live blessed lives, 
whether they are timeless or mortal, must stop 
attempting to cram as much as they can into each day 
like some kind of obsessive form of living. 
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